A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
It becomes my duty to go to division to command
In the absence of the divisional commander, and
while there I take part In the celebration of the out-
break of the war on August 4th. I stand near
General Plunier and the Duchess of Sutherland,
during the march past, after the service, and throw
my memory back twenty years, almost to the very
day, when I took the graceful lady In to dinner in
the Lews as a mere boy. 'Time flies/ I say to the
A.B.C., 'but the duchess does not alter!' First
swing by the Artillery and then the youngsters of
the other divisions, in the 2nd Army, while my old
and bold - and now rejuvenated - bring up the rear.
'What's the matter with them, Sir?' I say to the army
commander, who looks surprised at my remark.
He has not noticed they are *B? men on paper and
SAJ men In the field!
We lunch at the Sauvage, at Cassel, In the same
room from the windows of which I viewed the final
stage of the Battle of Hazebrouck, while lunching,
on my way up to reconnoitre, with fifty officers in
trench kit, while the French transport lumbered
through the narrow street outside. Modern war
takes Its twists and turns as surely as war ever has.
On arrival back at headquarters I find a G.H.Q.
car waiting, and in it sit two officers. They get out
as I approach. 'May they see me alone?' they ask.
We enter my office. The door is carefully shut,
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